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	1. Chapter 1: Strange Filly, Purple Filly

The Manehattan Grand Concert Hall: A wonderful piece of architecture dedicated to sheltering hundreds at a time as they listen to music and munch on cheap snacks sold at the entrance. Here I stood on the center of the stage, looking out at the applauding audience, with cello and bow in my hooves and a pink bowtie around my neck.

Next to me was my accomplice: an aspiring violinist and unicorn named Vincenza. She had a long, well groomed, shiny electric and neon-blue-colored mane and tail, and magenta eyes that stood out well against her clean, perfectly white fur. She was wearing a simple black and white tuxedo and blue cravat at the time. Anypony, from a first glance, would have easily came to the conclusion that she was one of the most refined and civil mares of Manehattan.

After we bowed, we walked through the velvet-red curtains, entering the backstage area. Waiting to greet us was an earth-pony stallion and a smaller unicorn mare. The stallion—Noteworthy—was almost entirely blue; his fur being a calm blueberry and his mane and tail a shade of navy. Even his cutiemark, two sets of backward bridged-eighth notes, matched the same color as his mane. The only things not blue about him were his yellow irises and proud smile. The shorter mare beside him—Lyra—wore an equally big grin. She had mint-colored fur, a baby-blue mane, deep goldenrod eyes, and a golden lyre cutiemark.

Lyra's smile spread further across her face, causing her eyes and muzzle to scrunch up and her ears to stand up with glee. "You ready for a totally rocking night?" she asked enthusiastically.

After any of our performances, whether it was major or minor, Lyra would often bring Vincenza and me to some club or restaurant to celebrate. Often it involved alcoholic beverages, something I am not very fond of honestly. I am what some may call a _lightweight_. I usually get hopelessly intoxicated whenever I drink even a mere glass of wine.

"Whatever, filly. As long as I've got an excuse to take off this stuffy suit and drink cheap beer until I drop—" Vincenza said. She undressed herself entirely, and magically lifted a pair of purple sunglasses out from one of the pockets of her dinner jacket. She laid the glasses over her eyes, and finished, "—I'm not complaining."

I rolled my pupils. It was typical of Vincenza to use the wrong words for things. "It is not a suit, Vincenza."

"Oh yeah, Tavy?" Vincenza frowned, "Hey, wait a moment! I told you not to call me that! We went over this already!" She stared at me for a long second before slamming her eyes shut and loudly stomping a back hoof. She groaned, "Ugh…. You drive me insane! In the bad way! Do you have any idea how much alcohol I'll have to drown myself in because of that?"

"Vinyl, like not to be mean or anything, but I won't drag you back to Mrs. Arpeggio drunk again," Lyra stated.

"Aww c'mon, why not?"

"She's still angry at me because of last time."

"I could take her off your hooves," Noteworthy offered. My brother was always the caring type—he always went out of his way to help ponies, whether he had just met them or had known them for quite a long time. Up until this point, he had never met Vincenza—apologies—_Vinyl_, yet he still offered to haul her intoxicated and mindless flank home.

"Really? Thank you so much! Hey, Tavi, your brother is awesome! You should totally kiss him! Right on the lips!" Vinyl said.

"Absolutely not," my eyebrows dipped in disgust. Do you see what I mean by mindless now? How dare she suggest such a thing!

"Please? Technically speaking, he's not related to you, so it shouldn't be that big of a deal. C'mon, kiss him already!" She winked.

"It is still weird! He's my brother! Also I do not 'swing that way,' as you fillies say."

"Looks like you actually _do_ have a chance with her, Vinyl!" Lyra jested.

My face twisted into a mock scowl. "A jobless pony with strabismus has more of a chance than her," I said. Vinyl and Lyra flinched. I understand why the former would do so, but why the latter? Often the lyrist would find something like that to be funny, even hilarious, but why not now?

"Dang, well at least it was worth a shot…."

"Lyra, you are not a good matchmaker," both Vinyl and I said.

Noteworthy interjected to ask, "Um…girls, are we going or not?" We nodded.

It was loud. It was very loud. The only word I have for it would be supersonic. The place was packed full of shouting, talking, whispering; guffawing, giggling, laughing; drunken and uninhibited fools. In the middle of it all was Miss Scratch. Vinyl was leading a group of ponies, including Noteworthy, into a game of drunken Duck Duck Goose in the center of the establishment.

Of course I had been spending my time in a more polite manner: sitting at a table, alone, with a glass of water in front of me. That changed when Lyra had returned with one of her friends: A curly pink and blue-maned, sapphire-eyed, cream-colored pony named Sweetie Drops. Lyra dubbed her "Bon-Bon," though.

Bon-Bon was a nice pony but at times could become hard to manage, which was why I was soon alone once more, sitting outside the building, breathing in the cool, calming night air as if I was drinking an elixir. Any uncertainty in my mind fluttered away like a butterfly in a very quiet hurricane. Any worry I had was crushed by the strong winds of the storm. My calmness survived however, holding out in the eye of the hurricane, looking up at the sunlight in awe. She was completely unaware of the walls of flying debris around her, and thought to herself "Today is a wonderful, beautiful day."

Miss Calm was not the only survivor though. She had been accompanied by Miss Deep Thought, who had asked her "What is worth more: free will, action and thought, or guaranteed success of a predetermined outcome?" It was then that Miss Calm stumbled out of shock and was thrown around by the winds of the hurricane. Curse my brain.

Often I found myself contemplating questions similar to this. This question in particular always came back though, and never left with an answer, unlike all of the others. It would always be rephrased, but the meaning was always the same: is it better to have a destiny or to be without one? Of course I was not anywhere near finding the answer; I did not try to answer it, and if I did I had no idea where to start.

"I can help you answer it," a childish voice reverberated around my entire head and sent a chill down my spine and into the ground underneath my hooves. "Just let me untie you," she said.

"Who are you? What are you?" I asked.

A bright-purple filly with swirled, messy white and mulberry mane and tail appeared out of thin air in front of me. Her swirled purple eyes were slanted so that one pointed downwards and the other upwards. "My name is of little importance," she stated. "Now, let me untie you."

I looked around and said "And where did you come from?"

"Where I come from is of little importance." She stared at me blankly.

"What do you mean by untie?"

"You might not see them, but I do: tiny little strings that dictate every movement, every statement, everything. Octavia, time does not flow nor does it split like a river. Anything that has happened, is happening, and will happen has already been predetermined by my father, by his strings. I can free you. You will be able to finally answer that question of yours."

"Are you ridiculous? You are expecting me to believe some crazy, random filly who literally appeared out of nowhere, will not tell me her name nor her origin, and uses weird, cryptic language. And how do you know my name? Never mind that, I'm probably crazy myself!" I exclaimed. I walked inside to leave the filly in the streets. Obviously I had been hallucinating or something. It was a good thing I was at a bar. I could drink my insanity away.

I stated my wish to the bartender: "Give me the hardest brandy you have."


	2. Chapter 2: Introductions

First there was nothingness. After the nothingness there was a sound: it was a quiet, haunting xylophone. I opened my eyes, and my pupils contracted from their dilated states.

I took a breath. The air was dry. My throat itched and I felt the need to cough, but I refrained from doing so.

The dust-covered walls and ceiling of the room were colored a dull brown, and the planked floor was a shade of burgundy. A single lamp held was by a rusty hook on the ceiling. It contained a slowly dying flame—one could compare it to a drowning ant—which dimly lit the room with a lonely, tired orange glow.

In front of me was a wooden cello.

As I stood up, I noticed the thin, metal strands tied around my hooves and legs.

"Hello Octavia, today you are going to play your cello. Let us start with something simple: Pachelbel's Cannon in C-major," a monotonous voice said.

Automatically, against my will, I picked up my worn-out bow. I played. Hour upon hour had passed and it still continued. It was perpetual: the end was never in sight.

My previously empty flank glowed with a bright light. When the light dissipated, a purple treble clef was revealed to be permanently embroidered onto my thigh.

I could feel my youth slowly, agonizingly drift away from me and the strings transform into weighted chains and the knots around my limbs turn to shackles.

A set of words uttered by a child echoed and rang in my head, getting progressively louder as time passed.

First a month had passed—

"Let me untie you…," she whispered.

—then a year went by—

"Let me untie you…," she muttered.

—then a whole decade—

"Let me untie you…," she murmured.

—then an entire lifetime had left me. I was nothing but bones.

"Let me untie you, Octavia," she said.

Everything turned black.

A pain burrowed into my head and stagnated like a suffocating cockroach desperately grinding against an eardrum. The disturbance caused my eyes to burst open and my lungs to fill with oxygen.

The first thing I noticed was a ceiling. It was a light orange color, one foreign to my own home. The poster-covered walls of the room were a bright sky-blue. The bed I laid within was much smaller than my own, and the sheets were colored in a rainbow of pastel hues rather than the usual blackberry color.

I planted my hooves onto fluffy white carpeting and looked around more, trying to get my bearings, to find any clue concerning where I was. I looked up at the ceiling, then down towards the floor, back at the bed, then at the walls and then the posters covering those walls. Slowly, I noticed a pattern: whoever lived here must have really liked the sky.

Across from the bed, against a wall, and under a drape-covered window were two comfy-looking office chairs and a wooden desk. One side of the desktop was covered in books of a wide variety, ranging from less formal literature like _Daring Do_ to more formal subjects like modern and classical music theory, Fourier analysis and synthesis, and baking. The other side of the table was covered in stacks of paper. If one looked closely, he or she would notice one of the stacks was transcribed entirely in braille.

Adjacent to the desk was a white door with an equally white doorframe. Instead of a wretched doorknob, it had a brass lever that an earth-pony or pegasus could easily press down with a hoof. I opened the door and was greeted with the face of Lyra Heartstrings. "Oh, hey, I was just checking on you. How was your sixteen-hour-long nap?"

The pain in my head awoke and eagerly stabbed at my brain again with its rapier. I winced. "Please…, refrain from yelling, Lyra. I have a headache." Even speaking hurt.

I know I drank last night, but only a little. Vinyl could probably gulp down two mugs of the stuff until she would be even mildly affected. Why must I be so sensitive to alcohol? Why should I suffer for attempting to get that blasted hallucination out of my mind? Answer me, Celestia!

"I'm not."—she raised an eyebrow—"I'm whispering." She stared for a moment, and then asked "Is it that bad? I mean, you look terrible but not, like, _that_ bad."

I nodded.

"Alright, well, I still have some coffee sitting in the pot for you. Want some?" she offered. I nodded again. Lyra, you are a lifesaver!

Lyra walked down the white hallway, presumably towards the kitchen. I followed close behind her, even though every bone in my body burned with fatigue and every hoofstep either of us made sounded like a giant, ear-shattering stomp. Of course, that was only the equally head-destroying hangover speaking.

The short hallway opened up into a room with a rectangular table—likely used for eating—in the center. Surrounding the table were six wooden chairs. Naturally, I took a seat in one of the chairs, awaiting a soon-to-arrive caffeinated drink. Lyra nodded and said "Go ahead, make yourself comfy. I'll go get your coffee." She trotted into what was obviously a kitchen, opened a cupboard with her magic, levitated an ornate coffee-mug out from the compartment, and quietly shut the door.

"Do you want me to heat it up, or are you just fine with it at room temp?" she asked.

"Room temperature is fine. Thank you," I said.

Lyra lifted a pot off an unlit stove and poured some coffee into the mug. After setting the near empty pot back down, she walked back to the table I was sitting and put the coffee down in front of me. She grinned and sat herself down on the opposite end of the table, "There you go."

"Thank you."

"No need."—Lyra waved a hoof in dismissal—"So…, what happened last night—if you don't mind me asking? You kinda disappeared after Bon-Bon joined us. You were pretty drunk when we found you," she said.

"Lyra, I know you really like Bon-Bon. I find Sweetie Drops to be a nice pony too, but…—" I sighed and took a sip of my coffee. "—sometimes she can be a little too much for me. The very nature of our conversations is draining. I can only manage a couple minutes before I am absolutely exhausted. I needed a break. I wish I knew how to put up with her as much as you do. Maybe we could be better friends then."

"After you've been 'round her for a long time you get used to it. Anyways, where did you go, the bathroom?"

"Actually, I went outside to unwind and get some clean air."

"But why were you drunk?"

I took another sip before answering. "I—"

Just then, a door creaked open and slammed closed. Soon after, silly humming of sorts could be heard from the hallway leading into the dining room. "I'm home!" a voice called.

Lyra smiled lightly, but genuinely. "Oh hey Bubbles! Sorry but, um…, could you try to quiet down a bit? My friend here has a headache," she said.

"Oh, sorry," the pegasus walked into the room. She was wearing a pair of black shades that covered her eyes. She had a grey coat and a blonde mane. "Hey, how are you?"

What was up with those shades?

"Uh…, hello?"

Seriously, why was she wearing those shades? What was their purpose?

I shook my head to clear my thoughts. "Sorry. Hello, who are you?" I asked. How polite of me. Yes, Octavia, you most definitely did anything other than make yourself look like an absolute fool.

"My friends just call me Bubbles," she said.

Peculiar; she gave me a nickname, but no name…. "I see," I said.

After a small awkward silence in which I lifted my coffee up to my muzzle and took a swig, Lyra spoke. "Bubbles, you know you don't need to wear those in the house, right?"

Bubbles lifted the shades from her face and put them into the saddlebag resting on her back. "Sorry. It's a habit." She opened her eyes to look at me. At least, I think she was looking at me. One of her eyes was slanted outwards in a different direction than the other.

Wait…, what? I am pretty sure eyes do not behave like that.

"Now that it's out of the hat…, Octavia, this is Ditsy Doo, my housemate. She's a mailmare."—Lyra pointed at me with a hoof.—"Bubbles, this is Octavia. She's a cellist."

The mare grinned. "Nice to meet you, Octavia!" she said enthusiastically.

Oh.

That's why she flinched.


End file.
